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On A Full Moon 


The bed shifts, rising a little as weight gets lifted off. Through the darkness | can see the vague, blurry 


shadow of David slipping on a pair of pajama pants and a sweatshirt. 


"Mm, going somewhere?" 


He jumps slightly and spins around. My sight's clearing up a little, | can see his face enough to tell he wasn't 
expecting me to wake up. 


"l, uh, no, not really." 

"You're getting dressed to not go anywhere?" 
"| - no, I'm - its - having trouble sleeping?" 
"Huh?" 


‘Its usually a pain in the ass to wake you up. You're not really a light sleeper.” 


"David, where are you going?" 
"Nowhere." 
"Where were you going?" 


He slides back into bed next to me, on top of the covers, kissing me lightly and resting his head on the pillow 


next to mine. 

"The roof." 

"The roof?" 

"Yeah." 

"How? Isn't it locked?" 


"You know how you alway say Richie can charm anything out of anyone? | don't know about anything, but he's 


sure good at charming keys off hotel workers.” 

‘Oh. Why the roof?" 

"| - " he bites his lip, tilting his head a little, furrowing his brow. "It's hard to explain." 
Oh." 


"Here." The bed shifts and rises again, and David holds his hand out to me. "Ill show you." 


There's a light breeze blowing, just strong enough to ruffle his curls and tug at the hems of our shirts. He 
locks the door behind us, smiling as he takes my hand and pulls me behind the little building housing the stairs. 
He sits, pulling me down with him, the surface rough and cold through my thin pants. He lets go of me, 
drawing his knees up to his chest, a soft, contented sigh escaping him as he rests his head against the brick 


behind us. 


Silence, except for the sounds of the city far below us and the light rustling of my clothes every time | shift 
a little. David's almost perfectly still. This doesn't answer my question, and I'm getting impatient, but I'm not 


sure it's okay to break the silence. He doesn't move when | clear my throat. 


"So | still don't get why - " 


"You're not looking up." 
"Huh?" 

"Up, Teek Look at the sky." 

"| dort - you brought me up here to stargaze?" 
"Shh. Just look, or go back downstairs.” 


It is getting chilly up here, especially since | didn't bother with anything more than a t-shirt and thin pants, and 


the bed downstairs is probably still warm and soft from the time we were in it. 


But something in his tone says he'll be disappointed if | leave, and for some reason that really bothers me. So | 
don't move, except to mimic the tilt of his head against the scratchy wall supporting us. 


Its a clear night, not a single cloud visible among the stars. The moon is full, big and bright and glowing. It's 


rice, | guess. Nothing really spectacular, nothing | understand coming up here from a warm bed for. 
"Pretty, isn't it?" 


"Yeah, | guess." Shrugging scrapes my shoulders against the wall, my t-shirt catching a little in the roughness 


of the brick. 
"Prettiest mirror ever." 
"Huh?" 


"Didn't pay attention in school? The moon - it's just a big mirror. That's just sunlight we're seeing. Doesn't 
seem like it, though. It's its own thing - we didn't get the ‘Second-Hand Sunlight Sonata’, its the ‘Moonlight 
Sonata. | mean, you wouldn't even know it was there if it wasn't for the sun, but it's not - it's the moon, not 


the Sun Jr. or whatever." 


He shifts a little closer to me, sliding down so he can rest his head on my shoulder. The air's so still | can hear 


the soft scritch of the bricks and the roof pulling at his shirt and pants as he moves. 


‘Its just as nice as the sun, to look at. Nicer, even. The sun's too bright, it hurts, you can't really look at it 
and see its litle nuances and darker spots and lighter spots the way you can with the moon And it doesn't 
make you know it's there, doesn't demand that everyone be aware of its presence. The sun - it's nice. But it's 


too much. The moon's just as cool, but not so pushy about it” 


"You and Jon had another fight, didn't you?" 


He sighs - | got it right. | get the feeling he's proud of me for that, the same way | got the feeling he would 
have been disappointed if I'd gone back to bed. 


"Yeah. Not a big one, but - yeah." 
"What this time?" 


"He's trying to talk me out of doing another solo album, when we take another break. He's planning on doing one, 


he wants me to help with his the way we helped with Richie's." 
"Hm" 
"Yeah." 


Silence again, but I'm okay with it this time, it doesn’t carry that confusion with it. He just needed a little 


reaffirmation. 

His hand finds mine, fingers curling together, pulling it over slightly to rest on his knee. The moon glows, the 
sky stretching over us and around us far beyond anywhere we can see. Its more comforting than it is scary, 
especially with a warm body against mine, moving slightly as our breathing falls into a rhythm. | pull my hand 
out of his, wrapping an arm around his shoulder to hold him closer, reaching across myself to take his hand 
with my free one. 

"This is nice, David." 

"You've never told me you love me." 

No, | haven't. Not because | don't - and | think he knows that - but because as soon | say it he becomes 
something more than a warm body to lie next to at night on tour, more than sex and the guarantee I'll never 
wake to an empty bed. As soon as he becomes more than that, this goes farther than just when we're on 
tour, and that's too big for me. So no, | haven't. 

‘Normally, your ‘man of few words’ thing is endearing, but | kind of expected a response." 

"Sorry" 

He sits up a little, not pulling out of my arms, just enough so he can look at me. 

"Which were you apologizing for?" 


| don't know. "Uh." 


Another sigh, this one significantly less happy than any of the preceding ones. "Eloquent as usual, Teek" 


"This why you brought me up here?" 

"No. Well, kind of. | wasn't planning on it, remember? You caught me sneaking out. | brought you up here ‘cause 
| couldn't - can't - explain how it is up on the roof on a clear night with a full moon, how all your thoughts 
just kind of sift into this little pattern that makes sense for once and its cool to say anything you think ‘cause 
it isn't random nonsense, it fits together." 

Oh." 

Its amazing how many different things silence can say. It can say l'm confused, it can say David's taking the 
rare peace to work himself into some kind of reasonable order, it can say | don't need to talk anymore because 
David had to vent a little and just needed someone to lean against while he did it. 

Or it can say neither one of us have any idea what to say next. 

A few clouds have shown up, drifting lazily across the sky to block out stars for a few minutes before moving 
on. A thin sliver of black floats across the moon, the light still showing through. Barely, but it's there. David 
rests his head back on my shoulder; the cloud drifts on. 

"Could you say it if | said it first?" 

"David - " 


| mean, you're scared to say it. | know that. You feel it, and it scares you that you feel it, ‘cause we're not 


supposed to." 

Life would be so much easier if David were less perceptive. 

"But if | say it first, l'Il deal with the scariness first, and itll be easier for you." 
It doesn't work like that, David. You know it and | know it. 

"You know how | feel, | know how you feel. Why does saying it change anything?" 


Because it does. Because once the words are out there | can't take them back, | can't un-say them. If | keep it 
to myself, | can pretend | never felt anything more than lust for you. 


"| love you." 
Oh no, don't say that. It was fine the way it was, David. Nothing needed to change. 


"Look, | didn't explode, and you didn't explode, and neither one of us turned into weepy emotional wrecks. So it's 


okay." 
That wasnt what | was scared of. You know that 
"Tico? 

"David, | - | don't - * 


He sighs again. | wish he'd stop, they get progressively less happy and | don't like that at all. Lifting his head, he 
kisses my cheek. 


"I know, Teek. It's okay." 


No it isn't. Don't say that when you don't mean it. Isn't that the whole point of this rooftop thing, so you can 


be honest? Please don't make me feel like | ruined this for you. 
"Its getting cold" 


He means the air, Tico, not you. Nothing's changed for him to mean you. You never said it, you haven't said it 


yet. He knew how you felt, he still knows. It's still okay, everything's fine. 
David pulls out of my arms and stands up, but | don't let him let go of my hand. He smiles and pulls me up. 


Lump in my throat. Where did that come from? My mouth is dry, l'm not sure | could say anything if | 


wanted to. I'm scared, okay? I'm allowed to be fucking scared of things every now and then 
"David" 

"Hn?" 

"| do." 


He tilts his head, loosening his grip on my hand a little. That wasn't enough? Come on, I'm trying. His hand slips 


from mine and he walks around to unlock the door, peeking back around the side of the building. 
"Teek? Come on, or | have to lock you up here." 


| lean back against the brick. l'm not ready to leave. If we leave, he'll be disappointed. He can't be disappointed in 


me, not tonight. For some reason, not disappointing him has become my top priority. 


He comes back over to stand in front of me, looking down at me with a completely unreadable expression in 


those fucking eyes of his. | hate his eyes. 


No | don't. | love his eyes. 

"Teek?" 

That goddamn voice of his is so smooth and low it might as well not be there. You can always tell exactly how 
he's feeling from his voice. Except for right now. He's shut himself off from me, | have no idea what's going on 
with him. 

His fault. Not mine. | tried. 

"Tico? You okay?" 


"David, | - " 


He tilts his head, expression softening. | hadn't noticed any hardness there, but there must have been because 


it's gone now. 


I'm scared, David. Why won't you just let me be scared? Why do you have to push and make me say it when 
you already know it? This isn't fucking fair. 


He brought me up here because everything makes sense when you're up here. Because you can say what you 


think when you're up here. But what | think - it has to change, David. Everything's going to change if | say it. 
Except when did | decide it was going to change for the worst? Change from sleeping together and spending all 
the time we can with each other on tour only to ignore each other when we're home, sometimes going 


months, years, without talking.that's bad? Goddammit. This made sense to me earlier. 


The roof and the moon and all that shit doesn't clarify anything, you jerk l'm more confused now than | ever 


was. 


He brings his hand up to cup my cheek, and something about the look in his eyes scares me way more than 


having those words out there where they don't belong to me anymore. 
"| love you." 
Nothing happens. Well, something happens, but nothing bad. 


He smiles; | got it right again 


